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that will readily suggest itself to your mind. But why
should I hesitate to avow to old friends that we expect
another guest at the vicarage ? How I hope that God may
grant us a boy, that I may utter the words of the fathers
of holy time, * My son, my son!J
morwenstow, Jan. 22, 1857. My dear Sir,—It is no
longer possible to nourish the project which I have all
along, every week and day, intended to essay, viz., a
journey down to Flexbury Hall. We have continually
talked of it, more than once fixed the day, but we have
been as singularly prevented as if some evil spirit had it at
heart to hinder our purpose-. And these obstacles have
very often been occurrences full of pain, domestic or per-
sonal. You have no doubt heard of the frightful accident
to poor old George Tape, my caretaker and very excellent
servant. He lived all his early life with old Mr. Shearm,
here in the old Vicarage House; was sexton twenty-five
years; worked with me from 1835 to *%5l 5 then visited
Australia as a gold-digger; returned about two years agone
with enough to live on, aided by a little work, and came
back to be again my hind at Michaelmas last. He was,
therefore, a long-accustomed face, almost as one of my
own family. You will, therefore, understand the shock
when we heard a man rushing up stairs to our little
sitting-room with the tale of fear; and on going down,
I found poor George seated in a chair, with the hand
crushed into pulp below the wrist, and dangling by the
naked sinews. I made a rude tourniquet, in haste, of a
silk handkerchief and short stick, and so the hemorrhage
was stopped. We got him home. I was with him nearly
all night, and the next day till he died; but the amputation
I could not witness. We found two fingers and other
pieces of flesh among the barley afterwards. ... I remain
yours, my dear sir, very faithfully,
R.   S.   HAWKER.
T. CARNSEW, ESQ,.
The generosity of the vicar to the poor knew no
bounds. It was not always discreet, but his com-
passionate heart could not listen to a tale of suffering
unaffected; nay, more, the very idea that others were
in want impelled him to seek them out at all times,
to relieve their need.
On cold winter nights, if he felt the frost to be very

